I?a            SIR WALTER SCOTT        in. 45

have some idea of the solemn gloom of my Druid shades.
Your Lordship's truly faithful

WALTER SCOTT.

This is the 8th of June, and not an ash-tree in leaf
vet. Tie country cruelly backward, and whole fields
destroyed by the grub. I dread this next season.e besom
